BY ORDER  OF THE  SHAH

Upon cloth woven in Russia or locally, craftsmen with
unfaltering speed drew freehand designs in indelible ink.
Small boys elaborated these patterns, casually slopping a
bedraggled brush into a saucer of colour, and working
rapidly with a curious rhythmical jerk of the body. Table-
cloths and bedspreads were being hand stamped.

The covered streets, lined with narrow shops, criss-
crossed here and there at vaulted domes from which
veiled beauties peered through pear-wood grilles. Only
the name recalled where Shah Abbas minted his coins,
hard by what were once the premises of the Honourable
East India Company.

A furnace blared red-gold through the oval mouth of
an oven. Bakers, their bodies glistening and bare save
for loin cloths, kneaded bread, sprinkled it with caraway
seeds, and rolled it with swift surety into thin discs. Tossing
them from one to the other and finally on to a convex
plate, apprentices plunged their hands into the heat, and
clapped the discs to the sides of the glowing oven. After
a few minutes they peeled them off again, browned to a
turn. Rubbing shoulders with the bustling passers-by,
stood a patient donkey, who not only transported his
master's wares, but obligingly lent his back as a fruit
stall, equipped with scales and till; apples, oranges, and
pomegranates .arranged to attract the most fastidious
customer.

A few yards farther along the candlestick-maker, that
legendary figure familiar since babyhood, plied his trade.
In an inner chamber, dusty, dim, and smoky, a wooden
hoop hung horizontally from the ceiling. We remembered
watching a woman knitting a circular scarf upon a round
wooden frame, hitching the stitches over one another with a
pin. The candlemaker's contraption was like one of those,
hung upside down. Slowly, round and round it spun, each
peg fitted with a crude wick. He was an old, old man, our
candlemaker,, who filled the bill of a fairy-tale magician.
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